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CHRISTMAS IN PARIS

How the Holidays Are Enjoyed by
the American Colonists.

DIG IAS I TE1 AE

The Five Classes of Americans in
the Gay French Capital.

THE BO>ULEVARDS AT NlIGHT

Special .',rregsnwh-nee of The Ei-*ning Star.

PARIS. lecember 1, 1. W.
HE FIVE ClASSES
of A mericans in
Puari look forwar#
to 4Christmas differ-
e-ntly. Those living in
small apartments are

wonler;ng If t h e y
will get an invItation
from soine one living
in a large. apartment
or a stylisih board-
ing house. 1 he ocu-

pants of stylish
boarding house.s give
great thought to

working it. -i handsome merrymaking,
worthy of their reputation. Householders in
big apartments wonder how far they are
bound to entertain. Passing tourists in the
hotels plan long trips along the boulevards
to see the Christmas fair. And Latin quar-
ter students-their universal mark is im-
pecuniosity-do not neglect to take advan-
tage of the liberal season to write home
pathetic letters with full details of the price
of coal in Paris. Yet when Christmas
comes round they will find themselves snug
entertainment, as they always have done In
the past.

'I/

A Foreig Csatumn.

Christmas in a small ready-furnished Par-
is apartment is not the gayest feast in all
the world. It Is regularly a mother and two
daughters, or three girds, or-hetter-two
girls and a chaperon. who undertake this
keeping house in a dear capital, from mo-tive- of economay. For 3101 francs they havea cozy enough little flat, all furnished, to
the crockery and glassware, the bed-cover-
ing and the kitchen utensils. Sheets,
towels, silverware and napkins may be con-
tracted for--a reasonable weekly service.
And what they .at and what it costs is no
one's affair. They are at home-"so much
more comfortable than in a pension"-and
have an "afternoon." when they give tea to
those who come. But, ah! the rapture of
an invitation out, no matter where.

In a Faehtomable Pension.
Decidt-dly a fashionable pension Is the

most genial place in which to spend a Paris
Christmas. That depression which comes
to all expatriated ones. the tender, remin-
iscent sadness of the Christmastide itself,
is best borne in the midst of other suffer-
ers. The pension I know best- it is a smirt

Ti. Uake It seem EeaL.
and spacious hotel de famille, and utterly
repudiates the name of boarding house-
contains a household made up of mixed ele-
me-nts. There are young ladies from the
same city who will not know each other
because they are not in the same set at
home. There are GIermnan and South Ameri-
can bouirse operators. carrying their busi-
ness in their hats, who pay court to these
same young ladies alternately, with great
skill. There are young men and maidens
from a half-s-dozen states, who come to
Pars fo.r the- singingr masters a la mode.
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gadmertea and Framee.There are girls with their meothers, doingtegadtour. There are rich widows.rich old maid., rich married ladies with
their husband. safe at homes to watch their
interests and sead om the monthly check.
The ordinary occupation of these walhy
females is to biakly aten to the Louvre
er Don Marsb. ah mornin=- where etb=

...-TMAS FA-E.

sometimes make a purchase. But as they
have bought so many things already. It is
no easy matter without duplicating. Christ-
man comes to them with a new thrill. It
gives another opportunity to buy. Were It
rnot for etiquette these Ladies Bountiful
would shower down gifts op all the other
boarders--cheap embroidered handkerchiefs,
wretched little ivory tablets, cheap plated
cigare-tte casts. hargain gloves, misfit pulse
warmers, damaged neckties, shelf-worn,
quick-sale mufflers, and all the Inventory of
"occasion" merchandise, which It In the
chief solace of their Parts residence to be
accumulating.
As it Is, gifts figure quite too largely.

Three thoughtless, ostentatious and good-
nati-.1 idle women have it In their power

amr r

It arding House Proposal.
to uns- the whole pension and breedl a

plague of present-giving which Is fullof
inconvebnene. Half the people In the house

areyoung, existing on the monthlycheck.
To be forced into buying mutual gifts might
easily mean to height of inconvenent to
them. And yet beae the ball has been set
rolling. one and all muz-t turn out Christ-
mas day, and thence along till New Yir

and spend money uselessly.
A Rea Cbristmans.

ItIs a real Christmas, nevertheless. It
comes high. but It gi envled by the lonely
ones, shivering in theer wretehed little
"homelike" apartments. The house pro-
vides a splendid Christmas tree, on which
therie hangs a gift for every guest. The
gi-!s-and wealthy married ladies--are ab
sweetly dressed for dancing. The young

menhave their smoking jackets and loud
brocade waistcoats.. There is mistletoe and)
holly, and squeals may be heard from every
corner. This Is France, the land of swet
and cheap champagne. At the corner gro-
cery you may buy good brand." as low as
fivr, *ranes fifty, and there are "tisanes'' of

pla.,agne that ecme as low as one franc
eigoy-five. The popping of the champagih
corks punctuate the happy uproar. The.
orchestra-piano, violins flute and one
horn--strikes up the first waltz of the night.
Hurrah for Christmas eve In Paris:
It Is a loud et merry hour, that bn ses

all too quickly. For at half-past 10 there
always comes a lull. Half of the merry-
makers have made parties to attend thc
celebrated Paris midnight mass of Christ-
mas eve, and one must hurry off to finda
place In one of the great churches. Thr-
is a skurrying upstairs for stouter shoes
and other hasty changes. Down they
troop again, enveloped in their brand-new
furs, which later on are to cause such sen-

sation and such jealousy at home.There
In a piling Into cabr, and then. still flushed
and bolsterous. they clatter over the Pa
islan asphalt to the holy places. You would
not blame them for the seeming levity
could you but know them and their cir
cumstances. For the past week they have
been ighting against tears and moping,
far from home and friends. This burst of
riot , mingling the dance with prayer, is

oI ane that lasmwas.oefrn
thrust- one The Theyinare the shpotgf p
porkstuntate the hpp mean rolr..LTte
hor-tiken uthe f rboo walkedohe night
Huhe fo min hitmas eve honPs:nefle
not ive an loneofd therry hortsins

altouiky thre a alf-as 1e. er
alway coeluow half tof teo, merry
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caeleae Paris mnight church fmenseis
ma s, wi e, aeady moreta huryf filda
pace in onoftthsu the great frontsTu-
adotr closd, cnep. arDlowed the
fuenhhlter on ar ietoor aus suchsn-
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beenfighing aainst atgears and opinhem
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wa o h ie door. tbi a erigih

torsunityman y men wlleritwho hav-
lneoI foten tor book wake heloAm
thougmidigh ass Iune hort slnceh, thley
doit gslrudgetonhus. ofitent hudi
nThlie devoton of the sgret pends inc

whc h Ir the Madeleine i wn

towhnone aweyo the tghorsl are othe
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terior to the street is wendeful. Ime,
an pese'f. 484tr,reerent d worthy.
Outside, an the great inaMA street of
Paris one strikes a real maelstrom of up-
roarous loudne.., Stied with colored lights,
loud cries, uninterrupted Jostling, banter
and .irtation. The wide Boulevard is lined
with little' booths that stand along the
sidewalk. Each has its blasing lights to
bes: show off Its stock of Christmas spe-
cialties. 1; is a paradise of inexpensive
plenty, the very place to hunt up worth-
less Christmas gifts for those we do not
Icve. Seduced by all this gayety ard
brigtness that strings down the Boule-
vsrd two miles and more and makes It
like a great night feast as bright as day,
some members of the pension party alwaysbreak away to seek adventure on their
own account. The others hasten home to
take the dance up where they left it, feel-
ing mightily Important to be able to re-
prove the stay-at-homes for sloth and
worldliness. There will always be a sup-
r:er about I a.m., a supper that forms partof a great universal after-midnight feed
throughout all France. It Is the Revell-Ion!
D6wn on the Boulevard the straying

ones encounter restaurant and cafe doorsw:de swinging and hospitable smeli~ Of
spiced wine and sweet savory black sau-sage-whose aroma nas been known topenetrate a mile. Into the eating housesthey must turn. It is the universal move.Everybody Is eating, everybody is drinking,everybody pounding, ringng and hallooing.Christmas eve in Paris a loud and joy-ous feast.

Chriatmas Morning.
When Christmas morning dawns there -s

a tendiency to lie abed Which is courageous-ly combated by the great mass of our good
Americans. The American society church
is that of the Avenue d'Alma-the Ameri-
can Church o' the Holy Trinity-presided
over by the Rev. Dr. Morgan. It is Angli-
can or American Episcopalian. as you
choose. They have an early celebration at
8 a.m. The high service, fully choral, with
s(rmon, takes place at 11. And there is aChristmas evensong at 5 p.m. The greatest
names of the colony turn out for the laterMorning service. The music is particu-larly fine. Here you will see the smartest
gowns In Paris, bar none, for our ladies, be
it said in their favor, know more about thisstbjcct far than do their Paris sisters. In
this atmosphere of luxury and supremewell-being the unhappy one whose home is
far away again forgets his pains a while.
Some, to keep always moving thus, makeit a practice to attend a Christmas matinee,and for this purpose the Opera Comique hasl(.ng been known as the rendezvous. Lone-
ly Americans here encounter each other. be-
teen the sets on Christmas afternoon. Aonvulsive grasp of the hand, a husky'.Merry Christmas," and they part. It is
tc trying.

The Dinner.
In the pensions they are engaged with

their great dinner. Their French cooks, by
lc'ng training, manage to compass such
dishes as roast turkey with alleged. cran-
berry sauce, which they will never sweeten
properly; canned sweet corn, into which
they never wil! put cream and butter;
ptumpkin pie, which they make wonderfully
vell; and the plum pudding, which comes
in a tin from England. These Christmas
iinncrs, which are always in the middle of
the day, arrange the afternoon for all who
cat them. It is a solemn afternoon, dull,somnolent and headachy, and has its wind-
up in an ignominious sprawl, with stertor-
ous breathling and unconsciousress. So
Christrrs passes. Cnrisirmas In a foreign

-"Ma., ance.

Iaivl. I think we all, after a certain age.tindi Christmas full enough of vain regrets,
sad reminiscences and certain questionings.
It may be only proper that we thus should
find It. This may be one of the sacred
uses of the day. But in a city highly ad-
vertised for mirth and jollity, a capital of
pleasure unique in the world, a Babylon, a
universal fair, a home of art and music and
the longed-for goal of good Americans,
sc-me very meager Christmases have been
passed by your fellow countrymen.

STERLING HEILIG.

QtUEER RHODE ISLAND TWINS.
Oyster and Quahaug Joined After the
Manner of Siamese Chang and Eng.
From the Providenca Journal.
Oysters have a well-known habit of at-

Laching themselves to any object they may
come in contact with in the water. An old
shoe or boot, a bottle, another oyster, or
a small quahatng are familiar examples,
out in almost every instance where an oyh-
ter and a quahaug are found grown to
each other, one is much smaller than the
other. Exceptions to this rule are so un-
common that when an oysterman of Paw-
tuxet found an oyster and a quahaug ft-
tached to each other and of the same size,
the oldest ciammers and oystermen in
Pawtuxet said they had never seen the like
before.
The oyster was a large one, at least- six

or seven years old, and the quahauig, to
which it was attache-d at the hinge of the
sheli, was within a year of thc same age,
and had also attained its full arrow:.h. Both
bivalves were handsome specimens, and
bo0th were alive. The two, united yet
separate, were placed on exhibition in the
window of Green's fish market, where a
large part of the male population of the
village asseembled at some time during the
day ,pr evening. There they were viewed
ny men of experience in tne handling of
quahaugs and oysters, who all said they
had never seen, another instance where a
tuil-grown oyster and quahaug had united.
Now, alas, only the shells remain to tell

the tale of this natural curiosity. Fred
Rtemington, -a clerk in the market, opened
both bivalves last week, and extracted the
meat wkithoult, brealcing the hinges or
separating the shells. With the ediges of
each shell slightly apart, showing the in-
terior, the two are more of a curiosity than
before.

AN EXCELLE14T OB.JECT.

Remarkable Christmas Etymology of
Young Emersonl Beacon.

From the New York Herald.
The Chicago matron rested her gloved

hand upon the scant locks of ten-year-old
Emerson Beacon.
"Emerson," she chortled, "what is Santy

Claws going to bring oo?"
"He wili, I trust," said the Boston child,

"cordfer upon me a more complete and eso-
teric comprehension. The Aryan root SA,
as you remember. Mrs. Forker, is from the
ancient GA, which In the originai signiries
good. Skeeter, in his inoomparable diction-
ary, bears me out in the derivation. CIA,
going back to the orIginal, indicates ob-
jectivity, hence an object, somethihg no-
ticeable to the sense, a thing, to use the
Anglo-Saxorn word sign. But to resume,
Mrs. Porker" I apprehend that at this
Christmas season I shall perhaps be the
recipient of a biercle, a set of Ibsen, a polo
pony, a degree from Harvard, a check for

"It's plain to he seen, Emmy," gurgled
Mrs. Porker, "tpaat you thinkr His Whiskel-s
is a good thing."

A Parsen'. B3eggin.From the Atlasta (hmstitutics.
In one of the rural districts a Georgia

minister was invited to- dine with a eltisen
who, though wealthy, furnished his table
poorly. When they. were seated the host
said:
"Times alirmitlty tight, parson, an' we

ai't gpt nothing mid ter set liofre yea,
but, steh as jI I.s NNr4edge. Will
you ask a Wlessxin.hy~ou pse?~apz~ bseriagthe sent repetiiupbswine nd said:

Lore, :.m s ku57 hat ie
sa and any Se he to t hen we

AN ARMY POST STORY

Wilson joined the ltery at Fort Can-
by a little while re the territory of
Washington became a state. He had enl-ste4
at Seattle as a recruit, and wai therefore
classed as a "prairie'ticken," as soldiers
then were who "took cg" anywhere west of
the Mississippi. We a1 had a good many
reasons for believing, thowever, that Wil-
son was not quite so )adtch of a recruit as
his Seattle enlistment' rterord showed on its
face. None of us coTg4 remember haviug
soldiered with him anywhere, and his face
was unfamiliar to &Ili -Nevertheless, from
the day he arrived as&inby In. charge of
the Seattle batch of recruits, t-f which, ac-
cording to the list he handed to the ofll-
cer of the day, he was one, he carried him-
self too much lik-e a soldier to fool thoseof
us who had been In the outfit a long Line.
Old Sergcant Fisher took the recruits

out to the parade ground, th'. morning af-
ter the!r arrival, to begin to lick them into
shape In the awkward squad. Wilson was
among- them. He tried hard to assume the
iecrult's clumsiness, but we could see that
the job was a ittle, too much for him. He
was too naturally graceful a man in his
carriage for that, and his shoulders were
too square. At the command of execution
hf forgot himself every time, and stepped
0 t with the left foot. A recruit never
does that. It takes at least st months to
teach a recruit that he is possessed of aleft foot. Old Fisher gave "To the rear.march!" suddenly, and it caught Wilson
napping. Alone of the squad, he whirled
on the ball of his left foot and took a steprearward, while the rest of the squad ig-n:orantly ploughed on. It was a bad give-away, and Wilson's dark, handsome faceflushed. Old Fisher's eye was sharp, ifhe Lad been canteen sergeant for six
years.
"Halt!" he commanded the squad of re-cruits, and, in their own time, one by one,they halted. "Wil-on, fall out." Wilsonfell out, and for a time stood by watchingold Fisher drill the rookies in the facings.After awhile the sergeant, having broughtthe squad to a rest, walked over to Wilson.looked him over for a minute with a sort ofhalf smile, and said: "What's the use?""Ncne," said Wilson, probably seeing thatthe game was up so far as old Fisher was

concerned.
All the same, not to make the oflicers

suspicious, the drill sergeant took Wilson
cut with the awkward squad every dayfor a time. It was a fine thing to see Wil-
son handle his rifle when the guns weredished out to the rookies for the first time.A young lieutenant, fresh from West Point,happened to drop into the day room, andhe stopped for a while to watch the new
men trying to get through the manual. His
eye naturally drifted to Wilson, who wouldhave attracted attention in the middlerank of a reeiment, for he certainly was afine-looking chap. Wilson was trying tohandle his gun as if he had never seen oneLefore. We couldn't help but grin jack-assically as we stbod around, although we
were careful not to let the little West Pointshavetail se us do it, for we all liked Wil-
son, and didn't want ft see him get into
any trouble. Wilson tried so hard to makeit appear that he didn't even know what arifle was made for that he dropped it whilethe squad was standir.g at a rifle paraderest. It made the devil's own clatter, andthe little lieutenant's eyes snapped."Gawk!" he muttered, while Wilson, redand nervous, reachedout and picked up thegun.
"Attention!" sho ~d Abe drill sergeant.Wilson alone of tha$ haAch was like a ram-rod before the echoes of the command diedaway In the day too*.,"Rigl.t shoulder-Apm!" Wilson's guncame to his shoulder with a snap, the threemovements perfect, while the other fellowsof the squad were sluggishly coming to aport, a present, a carry.. everything but aright shoulder.
"Fix-bay-o-nets!" Wilson's was fixedwith the rapidity 4n4 precision of an ex-pert,

SWell" said the iiti4,lieutenant underhis breathas he t aiedway with a kindof Puzzled tw~nkle i I L eye.Wilson was ut t the next day, andcaught commandinA ojL~eorIl hfirst time he ent Cku1rd. All of us whoeccupied bunks in ..' old-timers' squadrcom had to conreftkOwt Wilson was asa sold'er as we,,a ever seen ..None of us eve rkef him what Outfithe had been in M 'came to our lay-out as a recruit. on was a veryquiet man, well educaied-we used toveehim reading queer-;ooking books In foreignlanguages, as he Jay on his bunk on rainyafternoon--and we didn't care to botherhim with questions. It was none of ourblasted business, anyhow. - A young whelpof a rookie was watching Wilson daddya(.khis cartridge belt one (lay, and, like thepup that he was, he said so that the otherfellows in the room could hear him:"Oho, but hasn't Wilson done that a loto' times before, I'd just like to know"One of us reached over, caught the cubby the scruff of the neck and dropped himover the bannisters of the double-deckerquarters. Wilson said nothing, althoughthere was an odd sort of gleam In his blackeyes. There were no allusions to his pastafter that, you can bet.
Fort Canby is a beautiful, gloomy post.It is at the mouth of the Columbia river,under the shadow of the mountain thatforms the extremity of Cape Disappoint-ment. Oh, but the Pacific batters wildlywildly at those black rocks. In the quar-ters we could alwaya.iear the roar of thesea. The sound used to break some of usup a little, kind of, at night, after thelights went out. I don't know why. Tnresea is mournful, anyhow, I think. A hun-dred salmon fishermen from Astoria andIl Waco got upset and drowned on thatwicked Columbia bar while we were there.Well, anyhow, Wilson used to spendnearly all of the time that he wasn't onduty down by the sea. He had a Digdragon tattooed on his knotty left, arm,and a barkentine in three colors on hisbreast. Besides, he knew a great dealabout Japan and South America, as someof us found out without being irzquisitiv'eand we knew that -he had been to sea.When, how, or in what capacity, we hadno idea. But he was fond of the sightsof the sea. Only once in a while did hejoin in the foot ball game with the gangon the parade ground. When he did, healways kicked a goal. On pay' days someof us used to go across the trail fromthe post to II Waco, three -miles away--and there were a lot of ugly looking blackbears on that trail, too, I can tell you--and--well, we'd load up on Jawbones' barbar-

ous Biwash whisky. Jawbones was thehalf-breed Siwash who sold it. Wilson
never went along with us. He didn'tdrink. We kind o' liked him for that, too,for, with big heads sad sore stomaichs, we
were all swearing ogf every pay day-after
our money was spent at ,Jawbones'.
No, Wilson put in his off duty timetramping through the pine and spruce for-ests along the beach, with a stick in hishand, always alone, One day the tiderushed in suddenly and caught him at thefoot of the cape. He had to climb thed00-foot rock, which was' almost perpen-dicular. I wouldn't have tried it for a

million, even to save myself from drown-ing. -He smiled a little when I told him
so. He's been aloft phis, you know.Well, this is the k~i. It has been along time in coming, btf yuhad- to under-
stand what manner - inWilsonwaOne bright day thfgn yup ats the -

house, yelled .dowa b sergeant of theguard- that an
,
man-of-war wascoming over the ba.Canby is a 'salutingstation, so that me-of-war are always re-ported by the guar . Wllson was walkingnumber one post, in front of the guardhouse, and he repeated the lighthouse sen-try's call to the sergeant inside. When theold guard was marched off, relieved by the

new-one, Wilson went up to the lighthousewith one of us to have a look through theglass at the man-of-war. He grew 3 little
pale as he made her out "through the coastguard's binocular, but said nothing. She
was one of the, old baccships of'the old
navy, and had dro ~her mud hook ofAstoria, ten miles I~isthe haS'. *Her
steam launch, danc -~nthe rollers 'wayoff in the distance, wi 4ein'our way asWilson looked thropJthe -i~ As thelaunch - began f56i enearWiso wentdown to the little dock alone. The ocerof the day and three mnen of the guard
were on the dock waiting to receive theniaval omeer in the la"nch, who carriedthe oomplirnents of the cnanlng ogicerof the ship to the command o.lcer of our
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driven to the commanding offier's quarters.
Mess call went in a few minutes, and we
were all irarched in to dinner. The mess
hall was on the floor below the sleeping
quarters.
We had scarcely sat down and begun to

bully the kitchen police before we heard 'a
loud shot from the floor above. We made
a rush for the stairs to find out what the
matter was. As we'scrambled up the am-
bulance carrying the young naval officer,
returning to the launch from his mission,
drew up out in front of the quarters. The
sea Mcer had heard- the shot, and was
hopping out of the ambulance to Investi-
gate.
We found Wilson sitting on the edge of

his bunk, in his shirt sleeves. His shirt
was soaked with blood, and there was a big
hole In his right breast. His rifle lay on
the floor beside the bunk. He had taken
off his right shoe and pulled the trigger
with his great toe. He was very white in
the face, but smiling.
"Well," he said in a low voice, as we

stooped over to examir.e him, "you fellows
can sit around the stove and have sime-
thing to talk about on rainy afternoons
flow. But it's all right-all right--"
Just then the young naval officer pushed

through the crowd of us around the bunk.
When he caught sight of his brother's face
he reeled, and one of us had to catch him
to prevent him from falling.
"Jack! Oh, my God!" was all the young

fellow with the silver anchor could say.
It was easy for us fellows standing around
to see how his heart was aching under his
blouse.
"It's all right. Ed., all right-" We all

sneaked away then. Well, no. I can't say
that any of us felt s'ery hilarious just then
for a fact.
The little lieutenant of our battery went

in. In a few minutes he came out, just
almost carryig the young naval officer, a
man about twice as big as he was.
We all volunteered for the firing party,

and the four young wind-pushers who
trumpeted for the batteries quarreled over
which of them should blow "tans" over
the grave. We'd all spent many an after-
noon cleaning our guns after firing vol-
leys who had passed from our outfit over
the divide, but that certainly was the--well,
the breakingest-up funeral that Canby ever
saw. Wilson's brother was there, In full
dress. But the flame that was printed by
the post painter on Wilson's head stone
was not Wilson. It was the same name as
that of the yqung naval officer. The ceme-
tery at Canby Is only a couple of hundred
feet from the roaring sea. In a few weeks
two ladies, one quite old and white-haired,
the other young, pretty, but sad-looking,
came to Ci~nby in mourning. They han
"Wilson's" body sent somewhere back to
the states.
It was a lotg time before we got at the

inside of the story. Then we found out
that "Wilson" had gotten his commission
at West Point and had resigned a year after
his graduation on account of some dIffi-
culty. He had shipped in the navy as a
bluejacket. After his first cruise he had
been drafted to a ship on which his brother,
who had meanwhile graduated with distinc-
tion at Annapolis, was serving as a watch
and division officer. The humiliation of it
had been too much for him, and "Wilson"
had promptly deserted. Then we got him.
He had probably been meditating suicide
for a long time, and the final sight of his
brother's face In such an off-the-earth
place as Fort Canby wrought upon him as
the working of a fate that seemed to him
to be crushing. Thus the rifle ball. We did
not talk of him around the stove at all.
But his gun was taken out of the rifle
rack and stowed away out of sight.

A PUOPE CESThAS GIFT'.

How Aunt Tabitha's Coumse Unaited
Two Pond~Hearts.

From the N4ew Yoik Herald.
'She had been reading "Aunt Tabitha's

Cour? ael to Young Society Buds" and had
fallen into a brown study.
"Yes," she mused, "Tabby is quite right.

It is unbecoming for a young woan to ac-
cept any Christmas present of value from
a young men.
That night Algernon Thatnkitttle threw

himelf prostrate before her.-
"Tak Erestie,"he Implored; "take

this biigheart 'as a Yuletide remnem-
braseen earnest of years of happtne-- to
come. ~

Ulhe didn't hasiate. She accepted him so
weil tat his head swam in a deli'ts

g . -eei~a
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THE SURNAME GREEN.

TIhe Name Ofers Mueh Di1cuity to
Genealegists.

Fr In English Notes and Queries.
The surname Green seems to have been

one offering much difficulty to writers on
surnames and to genealogists, for. in en-

deavoring to trace Its origin, that it has
rot one but m my origins is proved, while
the'variety of its sources carrie; with it
the conviction that under the one covering
surname Green reside people of altogether
different blcod and lineage who tear it:
for Green, in the style atte. de la, de. or del
Green. was applied to any person who lived
by a village green, to distinguish him;
hence it became a surname for him and his
descendarts, and the number of different
itocks could oaly be limited by the number
of vilILge greens, and perhaps not even by
that, since there may have been more than
one person living by the same village green
who could yet be particularized by that ad-
dition.
Besides the descendants of each of these

there may be the descendants of Godwinus
Grenesune-or Grenessone. who held at Win-
chester under Edward the Confessor (vide"Winton Domesday"), and who, it is as-
sumed, was a Dane or foreigner invited or
biought over by Edward; of Grene, who
held of Harold at Coceham (Cookham),Sussex (vide "Exchequer Domesday"), and
w'ho, considering the connections of Har-
old. may also hate been a Diane or Scandi-
I avian; and of Gren, styled iane. occurring
in a roll of barons and knights temp. Ed-
ward I (Harn. M.S. 2116), all of whom
would tall ur der the same surname Green;and, turning to some Scandinavian words.
imagination may play its part in bringing
material to the test of research-to affirm
its validity, or leave It still such stuff as
dreams are made of-for the root analcigin of these surnames in Scandinavia.
These words are as follows: Green, Scandi-
ravian Gothic, from grow; Gren; Scandi-
navian, from grena, Norse Icelandic greina,to branch out, divide; Gren. of Vikingorigin, meaning the same; and, perhaps, in
connection with these, and probabiy of Vik-
ing origin, Greni, Grair., provincial English,a prong or branch; Grene, middle English,difference, debate. But in Gernon, Grenon,Greno. a sobriquet meaning whisker, mus-
tache. applied to Eustace. a count of Flan-ders, and belonging to Robert in Normnandy,who appears as witness to a charter asGuernon, and in "Domesday" as any of
the fcrmer indifferently, a possible origin
rreay be four.-1 for Green. which receive.sCountenance from the fact of Gren appear-ing in some index to the records that hasslipped the writer, and remarking thatGrenon means whisker or mustache in thelangue di'oiL, while it is Gren that signifiesit in the langu'e d'e, it suggests there
might have been found in Normandy inearly times some Norseman styled Gren,and some other person bearing the same
name, but derived from the langue d'oe.
De Creon, again, is r- name that might becorrupted into Green, for DIe Creon.as such is not now to be fo'nd;. and
in the "Roll C.f Battle Abbey., by theDuchess of Cleveland, the remark is madeathat C and 0 -were used indifferently.Grendon, a place in Warwickshire, mighi:l-ave some ceinnection with Green, andHamo de la Grene vel Grue ("Inq. quod.Dam," Ed. I) g'ves rise to the thoughts,What is Grue? Can Grue be the same asGreen for Hamo to be de la Green vel Grue?It Grue be a surname, why call its owner
by a leer distinguishing one-Green? WasGrue meant for Gr're?
Going furthr r afid in search of fore-frnthers. Grun was a man's name' in Ger-

many as early as the ninth century (Foe-ttrmanr,'s "Namenbuch"), and GIrun,Gruen. Greip. Gren. Gryn, was the name refa family living in the Rhineland having the
rank ofrgraff, whoue ancestor was a burgo-
master (Hellbach's "Adels Lexicon"). In
connection with Gryn. the last spelling,Greyne occurs in an early English will atLincoln, A.D. 1417. and in the De BancojRolls, Edward II and VI, and Grayne is
also found as a enmamne. CIron is likew'is-
a surname, but of Fristan ordgin (Barber's"British Surnames"). Again, there was a
Heinrich vcn Chreine (corruptle into
Green), who- built the eastle of Chreine, on
the Danube. in the twelfth eentury. A
British womil fot eider-, gueer, could have
been given eseg maan's mine, and corrupted
into Green.
The diffiesty # In ing anid diseriminat-
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far gr-ater numbwr of atte. de Ia. de and
del Greens. It conceivable that sci-thes
may have ta& this as a constaat form
and have written some down thus who had
their name from some of its other sources.
and thus brought in fresh comIg.licAtons or
wrong ascriptlionq.

ISKE.AKFAST AT EEEADQI ttTI-a.
A Hismary Reporter W e Ia% ited Him-

self to Gen. Gramim Table.
Fmnm the "om'iner Century.
After the olticers at headquarters had Pb-

tained what slep they could a.*t. they arose
about daylight, feeling that in all probabil-
ity they would witness l'efore nignt either a

fight or foot race--a filgat If the armIes --n-
countered each other, a foot race to setcure
gcod positions if the armIes remaied apar.
Gene-al Meade had st.Lrtedl south at dawn.

moving along the Gekrmat~na road. Ge.s-ral
Grant intended to remain in his present
camp till Burnside arrived, In order to give
him some darections In person regarding
his movemnits. The general stat down tothe breakfast table after muarly all the
staff officers had finished their morningmeal. While ie was sioly sipaping his cof-
fee a young newspaper :eportc r. whose ap-Ietile, combIned with his spirit of enter-
prise, had gained s substantial victawry ovtr
his modesty, slipped up to the table, took a
seat at the farther end, and remarked:
"Well. I wouldn't mind taking a cup of
scmething warm nyself, If there's no ob-
jection." The r-'upon selaing a coffee pot,he poured Out a Aull ration of that sooth-
ing army beverage'. i ad. after helping him-
self to some of th.' other dIshes, proceedI-ed to eat breakfast wIth an app 'ti:. which
had evidently be~n stimulated by long hoursof fasting.
The general paid no more attention to

this occurre.ice than he nould hate paid to
the flight of a bird a'-rss his path. lHe
scarcely koked at the intruder, didj not ut-
ter a word at the time. and made no men~-tion of It afterward. It was a fair sample
of the Imuperturlbtlity of his nature as to
trIvial matters taking place about ham.
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RECEATOW WOW A MORsE.

A refesed Student Tampa Emew Reg
Greek Alpatset.

sm~the laIladelpia Pres..
A tramp appeared at the house of J. I.

Barton, three miles south of Columbia. Mo.,
the other day, and asked for cold victuals
in Greek. He stated that he was a gradu-
ate of Princeton. Mr. Barton. himself a
Greek scholar, was just about to atart for
ColumbIa, and his horse was hitched in
front of the house.
Jestingly he ofred to give the tramp the

horse if he could recite the Greek alphabet
without a mistake. The tramp looked at
the horse and then at Mr. Barton. and then
Inquired If the bet includ~ed the saddtle and
bridle. Mr. Barton said that it dId, and
went Into the house to get a Greek hook.
Returning he found the tramp had mount-

ed the horse. As Mr. Barton stepped from
the porch the tramp rattled off the alphahet
wIthout a mistake, and tursting the horse's
head disappeared in a cloud of dust. The
animnal on which the Princeton pilgrim rode
away was one of the best saddle horses in
Boone county, noted for its blooded stock.
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